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and perfection of the inorganic universe as compared
with the misery and confusion of the organic ! Oxy-
gen does not lie to hydrogen; the white clouds pass
gently into exquisitely - shaped flowers of snow; the
blue ocean laughs unwounded round our star, and is
gently drawn up to form the gorgeous veil of blue air
and many-tinted cloud which makes the rugged earth
beautiful. With perfectly - graduated power the sun
holds the planets in their course, and, to the utmost
range of mortal ken, the universe is filled with glorious
orbs.

But when we turn to the organic life around us, how
strange the contrast, and especially as regards its
higher manifestations ! A few individuals in every age,
but especially at present, when they benefit by the ex-
ceptional standing - ground which such discoveries as
that of the use of steam has given to the people of this
century, may, arguing from their own experience, ima-
gine that this is a satisfactory and happy world j but,
unfortunately, it is only a select few who can console
themselves with that illusion. Not in selfishness nor
in anger, but in sad necessity, in every age and clime,
the voice of humanity has risen in wondering, sorrow,
and questioning to the silent heaven, and a different
tone is adopted chiefly by those who are tossed up for
a moment on the wave into the sunlight. I need only
refer to what the history of the animal creation (and,
more especially, the human part of it) has been, and to
the part which even its better tendencies play in aug-
menting the sum of wretchedness. The Hardwar
tigress, which held a boy down in her den, though his
shrieks rang from the rocks around, while her cubs
played with him, was gratifying a holy maternal in-
stinct ; and the vivisectors of Europe are only slaking
the sacred thirst for knowledge. Dr Livingstone wrote
in one of his last journals) mfter witnessing1 a massacre